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What to think first, happening on to it 
before you thought you would, 
stranded to what | think I’m stranded to. 


They will garble 
that | was garbling, 
but what | told you 
was what | told you. 
Does it become 
a different shape, 
threatening you? 


Just so that 
whatever we’re about to be in 
is something that definitely 
has an out. 


Like an ulcer, you said, 
at the bottom of my ribs, 
| have to get out of school. 
So fast am | in it that my 
head is not wnat instrument 
it used to be; 
it is a post, 
warding off, posted. 
My mind is not the 
tool of the things 
it was hitched to, 
and it isn’t even itself. 
| am neither sawyer nor 
woodcutter from before 
the mill stage or 
anywhere. 


The things you say to me 
and we say to each other: 
that we herein are on an 
impartial interlocution 
is in no way 
to extend our extremities 
to any declaration, 
saying that the 
faded, uncaged, 
| would like to say, 
whirlwind 
we’ve woven— 
| don’t know how to 
extend it to Italy. 


One way 
is not to see 
a stumbling post 
for what it is: 
just another thing 
that in one instant 
you put your head against. 
It’s the same as me, 
as one time completely soaked 
and not of recordable journey: 
this is what | see us doing in college 
together here. 


You’d wake up tomorrow, 
things as usual as 
they be. 


Do you recognize now 
that | am asleep 
and running down the same hall, 
the one without 
what was an entrance 
above the door, marking 
what lightness of this hour, 
the same hour 
where you looked at it 
from other points, like you saw 
the sun rising the same way? 


You know where | am; 
an ancient societal fit-in 
for the outcast, 
the model seeing me 
as his way of putting me 
in my place. 
Place his paradise 
on the other side of the coin 
for a similar displacement 
of what he calls pleasure? 


| will leave it off 
till you wake me 
and till | agree. 


We are not visualizing the way 
the dangers of the day are consumptive. 
It is a war machine we are most terrified of. 
We run from every face mask 
shape of a human being 
who is driving our heads 
towards it, towards what 
they speak so proudly of 
as the “conflict,” 
the result of which 
puts us back in the framework 
of expecting results, 
and not admitting 
that there is no identity 
to what we are doing. 
We need to call it 
exploration. 
It is the same to feel 
constant resistance to 
the exploratory act. 


It is continually 
out in the woods, 
in the focus unit 
of what you get and 
how you set your mind 
on some course: 
it is the consumptive atmosphere 
that is in the place 
of exploring 
more than a gradual 
extending of extremities. 
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